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a good little sinner 
Author's Notes: 


Set during the time Warlock supported Megadeth on tour. 

This is a kind of exploration of the thought process that might lead someone like Doro (who seems to be very 
sweet and put-together) to actually do this whole revenge thing, since she doesn't seem at all like someone 
who'd do something like that in a fit of rage. 


WARNING for really unhealthy relationship dynamics, from all three points of this triangle. 


Feliz navidad, and | hope this is somewhat what you whished for :) 


‘People speak sometimes about the "bestil" cruelty of man, but that is terribly unjust and offensive to beast. No 


animal could ever be so cruel as a man. So arttully, so artistically cruel" 


-Fyodor Dostoyevsky- 


"She's nothing, baby" he says against your cheek as he crowds you against the wall, like he thinks his touch 
will make your bitter hurt disappear. 


"You're the only one" he says, and trails fingers down your tense spine, like his touch can mend your pride 


which lies in tatters on the floor. 
"IFI never happen again" he promises with his arms around your body, like that'll make you stop hating him. 


He says other things, but you're done listening. You shut his voice out and you let him touch you, because you 
know you won't believe his words even if you still like the way he feels. The thing is, you know yourself. 


This was over from the second you found yourself with a dying smile on your lips and your hand poised to 
knock on Dave's hotel room door and heard the unmistakable sounds of sex coming from inside, a woman's high 


pitched moans rising in tandem with other, more familiar sounds. Dave's sounds 


That was it. There was nothing he could have said, when you opened the door and stared blarkly at their 
frozen naked bodies and found yourself thinking of a sex scene you saw in a painting once, and how the couple 


was woven together so that it was hard to tell where one of them ended and the other began. 


There was nothing he could have done, when he followed you and threw excuses at your back but allowed his 


lack of clothing to stop him from following you out of the hotel, even if he came close to it. 


There was nothing, nothing at all, that he could have done or said, when he showed up at your door, fresh 
from a shower but still reeking of guilt, with a contrite expression on his face and he let you scream at him 


and shove him and vent your impotent, powerless rage. 

There was nothing at all, because your mind was made already, and he didn't know it, but you did, 

You know yourself. 

So when you let him drag you to the bed and when you make him promise he'll never do it again, and when 
you roll him to his back and ride him hard and fast and so good you make him moan and curse, and you make 


him think that you're trying to erase the sight and feel and taste of some other woman, you haven't forgiven 


him. 


You never will. Your relationship with him is over. Finished. Done. You know yourself. 


But he doesn't know you yet. 


Its not like you're in love with Dave or anything, because you are not. Sure, you've been dating him for a while 


and you like fucking him and you like him, but you don't love him. 


The first man who broke up with you called you “high maintenance", and it cut you with the kind of depth and 


hurt only a death wound can bring. You hate the term, but it's the only one you have when it comes to Dave. 


Too quick to anger, too hard to please. The large ego that comes with a talent like his, paired with the frailty 
that comes with growing up like he did. You feel maybe if you were any other woman, one of those women 
who look at a man like that and figure they can change him, fix him, make him alright, maybe then you could 
love him. 

But being who you are, you can't love him, and that door is shut two seconds into the first time you meet. 


You tell him you do, though. Hold him close three months into your little affair, and whisper the three words 


into his ear like a secret, like a treasure, like they're frue. 
He doesn't love you either, but he says them back. 


You play the besotted girlfriend well, and you both find a kind of comfort in the shared lie you don't really 


share. 


Its convenient to be together, good for publicity and good for staving off the loneliness that comes from too 
many nights on the road, too many one night stands, too many fucking hotel rooms. 


You might not love him, but you love the idea of him The idea of a man who can love you without holding you 


down, a man you can love without having to put your life on hold, your dreams on ice. 


It's all perfect, until he fucks it up and the idea is ruined, and you're left feeling powerless and stupid on the 
bed next to him, listening to him sleep and hating every breath he takes, hating how beautiful he look. 


You can always tell when Dave's been fucking around, because afterglow on Dave is more than an abstract 
concept: it's like he radiates it, and he knows it, and when he shows up looking like that, and you know you 
weren't the one who caused it, you swear he does it on purpose. 

Flaunting, like he's fishing for a reaction. That's another reason why you can never love Dave. Too fucking cruel. 


It's hard giving up on the idea of him, though. Hard to let go of him, now that you know he exists. 


I's easy to pretend. You pretend you're angry at him for cheating when in fact you're angry at him for 


shattering your illusions of him. You're distant for a while and you let him make it up to you with words and 


gifts and the way he looks when he cringes at your glare, those rosy lips of his pinched beautifully. 


Slowly, you begin to open up to him again. You smile at him and laugh at his jokes and run fingers through his 
silky hair, and everything is alright again. 


But on the inside you're seething. 


You can't look at him, can't feel his hands against your body, without remembering the downing feeling you got 


that day, standing in front of his door with your fist frozen mid knock like a moron, like a silly, silly girl 


When he's away from you, you can't help but imagine what he's doing. You can't help but picture him with 
other women, you can't help but scourge his body for the marks, search his scent for a drop of perfume, and 


you lie awake at night thinking about what an idiot he must think you are. 


Its moments like this you understand why pride is a capital sin, and yours lies wounded somewhere in the pit 
of your stomach, where something rages and digs it claws to your insides, begging to get out, begging you to 
do something 


You don't think about revenge, because it feels like a crude thought. It doesn't feel like something you should 
want, but you do. 


You just don't know how to get it yet. 


As it is, you don't wake up one morning thinking, "Today, Im going to fuck David Ellefson’, but that is exactly 
what happens. 


The thing about David is that David is a gentleman. David is the kind of guy who is nice just because, who's 
polite because that's just who he is, who's sweet and thoughtful not because he stands to gain something 
from being like that, but because being any different just doesn't compute to him. 


You really like David. Out of all of Dave's friends, he's your favorite, the one you feel the most comfortable 
with to make jokes and talk to. Sure, you can keep up with the others. You can drink your share of beer and 
pretend you're one of the guys, provided you ignore the way they stare at your cleavage when Dave's not 
looking, but it's exhausting. 


With David, it's easy, and sometimes you look at him talk and gesticulate wildly with his hands and give you 
that engaging smile that drew you in from the very beginning, and you wonder what the fuck is wrong with 
you that David is not the kind of guy you go for. 


You don't know how a guy like that wound up in a band with Dave, but you have a feeling the way he sucks in 


a breath when Dave gets too close, and the way his mouth pinches in a frown when he sees you two together 


might have had something to do with it. 


You've always taken care not to be very hands-on with Dave when you're hanging out with his friends. First, 
because you don't really go for the public demonstrations, and second, because you really like David, and you 


don't like the way he looked that one time Dave wrapped his arms around you while you two were talking. 
Its not that David is not subtle about it, because he is. David is very, very subtle, but you have a keen eye 
and it's obvious to you. You read that pinched look to his lips he disguises as a wry grin and you know, you 


know, you're not the one he wants. 


Again, you wonder why someone like David has to be stuck with hopeless desire for someone like Dave, but 


your mother always did say that the fates are cruel bitches. 


You are not, though. So when Dave tries to hold you close you dance out of his reach with a laugh, and you 


plop down next to David on the couch. 
"You trying to steal my girlfriend, Junior?" Dave says with a raised eyebrow and mock jealousy. 


Its not that Dave isn't a jealous guy, because he is, but this is David and in Dave's world the rules that 


normally apply to everyone don't apply to his Junior, the one exception in every case. 
David smirks and curls an arm around you, pulls you close "I can't steal something you don't own, Dave" 


You huff a laugh and elbow him, but you don't peel his arm from around you. Dave grumbles and sits down on 


the floor and the three of you watch TV, 


Dave shoots glances at you when he thinks you're not paying attention and oh that can't be..You carefully run 
a hand up and through David's hair, the same way he does when he's nervous-anxious. 


I's an intimate gesture, almost a step too far no matter how close friends you are, but David grins at you 
and rubs your arm and you notice the way Dave follows his hand with his eyes. Huh 


David is subtle. Dave, on the other hand, is not 


That night, he fucks you from behind and pulls at your hair like it's a leash, ripping moans from your mouth 
because he's less gentle than usual and it's perfect 


You can't help but think that this is something you can use, because it doesn't take a mind reader to figure 
out who he's picturing as he smothers a shout shaped like a word against the top knob of your spine, but you 
don't care so long as he keeps fucking you like that 


You wouldn't have guessed Dave, with all of his fierce, nearly defensive manliness, harbored lust for his 
bassist, but it makes sense. 


David is, after all, the exception 


You are not cruel, you think to yourself as you make your way to the room you know David is staying at. You 


fucking hate hotels. 


You are not cruel, you think as you knock sharply on the door, but you grit your teeth impatiently when David 
takes his time in opening it. 


You are not cruelyou think as the door swings open, trying to quench the anger you can feel at the pit of 
your stomach like bubbling lava, like hot coals, like something worse. Like a wild thing scratching at your insides, 
making you bleed. 

You are not cruel 

You repeat this to yourself in your head, a mantra of sorts, and try to force yourself to believe it. 

You're not cruel, but today you saw Dave fucking a groupie backstage after their show, probably thinking you'd 
gone back to the hotel, and without even a little input from your conscious mind you found yourself coming 
here. 


You shouldn't want revenge. You should want to walk away and never come back. 


But you want to make him hurt, and he's proven to you that you don't matter to him enough that your 
betrayal would make him bleed like his is making you bleed. 


But you know whose betrayal would. 


"Doro" David blinks, but smiles through the sight of you in full stage persona, all leather and metal and black, 
standing here on the hallway looking up at him. 


He's fresh from a shower and hyped from the gig, and you're struck with how much you like him, how much 


you wish you weren't cruel, how much you wish rage weren't rushing corrosive like acid through your veins. 


You wish David didn't long for Dave, and you curse the fates for putting him in the middle of your torn 
battleground. 


"You want him" 


David's eyes widen, smile faltering, but he tries to keep his cool "l--l don't know what you're talking about" 
You smirk, crossing your arms "Oh, | think you do. /ve got him, but you want him." 
You lie. You don't have him. And it eats at you. 


You watch David's shoulders slump in defeat and his smile turn wry, and you feel a little better because it 
eats at him, too. 


"What do you want, Doro? Congratulations?" David sighs, running a hand over his face ". You've got him 


because he wants you, he loves the idea of you." 

You laugh. "Honey, he loves fucking me as much as he loves the idea of me." 

Pain crosses David's face, but then it hardens into stone as he crosses his arms, mimicking you. 
"He doesn't love you, though." 

You knew that, but it still hurts to hear it. 

You shrug. "Maybe not, but he seems pretty happy with me." 

Even if Im not enough 

David doesn't say anything to that. Unlike Dave, he knows when to shut up. 

You've got to stop comparing people to Dave. 

‘| want you" you say simply, and are surprised to find you're not lying. 

"| don't want you," he says. 

"No, but you want him, and this is the closest you're going to get." 

He's quiet. Your gazes are locked and he doesn't look away. 

"Why? What do you get out of it?" 

Revenge, you think, and smother the guilt with pure rage. 

| want you," you say and slink closer. David doesn't step back, lets you press your breasts against his chest. 


You tip your head back a little and his eyes immediately focus on the hickey on your neck Dave left there 


before the show tonight. Yeah. 
"Doro." his voice is oddly breathless for someone who doesn't want you. 


"Do you like it?" you trail a hand over it, press it and shiver for him. You've always been good at putting on a 
show "You should see how | marked him up. He'll be wearing those for days" 


David's eyes flash a warring and you grin. This is what you wanted. 


"You're his girlfriend. | won't do that to him," David says stubbornly and determinedly, but his face tips a little 


closer to you. 


"Is that right?" you ask, letting your eyes go half mast, but you don't kiss him. This will only work if he kisses 
you. 


David doesn't say anything, but he doesn't need to. His hand reaches out to your neck, his fingers trace the 
edges of a bruise made by another man, and are soon replaced by his lips and he bites--. 


You gasp and fist your hands on his shirt, because you weren't expecting that. Not from sweet, kind David. 


You don't expect the way he kisses you, plunging his tongue in your mouth like he's looking for something, like 
he's fucking you already. 


You don't expect the way he pulls you inside the room and throws you on the bed, don't expect the way he 
fucks you. 


Dave fucks you like you're giving him a gift, like he honestly would love to keep you forever even if he'll never 
love you, but David fucks you like he resents you. like he's been resenting you this whole time. H's hard and 


rough and perfect, your favorite kind of sex, and well-- 


You realli ke David. 


But it's not enough. It's not it's not it's not. Your wounded pride whines at you and, like a good little sinner, you 


obey. 


You start touching Dave all the time when you know David is watching you. Dave doesn't object, always happy 
to flaunt when it means he might get a reaction out of David, and still feeling much too guilty to deny you 
anything. 


He doesn't feel guilty for cheating, though, you can tell by the way he keeps fucking around behind your back 
He feels guilty for getting caught. 


You wrap your arms around him and kiss his cheek and slide your hand up his thigh, and if he has to go 
through a band meeting at half mast--well. He fucks you less gently when he's irritated with you. 


David glares at you coldly but subtly, your easy friendship lost since the time you both showed your true 
colors tangled up in his hotel room sheets. You don't mourn it, though, because you're aiming for something 


better. You want to do it again. 


He looks guilty and he hates himself, much like you hate yourself, and you think its funny, because if it 
weren't for Dave you'd both be wonderful people. You'd probably be friends, instead of the little monsters 
you've become. Instead of plunging the low depths you've plunged. 


But it's too late for that now. 


The plan comes together in your head pretty easily, and it terrifies you because no matter how hard you try, 


you can't make it go away. 


I's there, glaring at you all the time, every time Dave puts his arm around you and you want to cur if, every 


time you catch him looking at David and you know that's just one more person he'd like to cheat on you with. 


Argh, what a fucking stupid word. Cheating It sounds like you were playing cards and he stole a peek of your 
hand, not like he ripped something you can’t even name in half and left you bleeding internally. 


You plot your revenge like a scorned woman in a novel, step by step as you watch Dave eat David with his 
eyes and kiss you just to watch him seeth, because he's not subtle at all 


He never was. You were just so caught up in the idea of loving him that you never noticed until after he'd 


torn the blindfold from your eyes that you're not the only person he plays his cruel games with.You weren't 


the first one. 


You paint a picture of the whole thing in your head, choosing each brush and color carefully and with a lot of 
thought. You only get one shot at this, at making him bleed. 


You have to time things carefully, you're on the pill and you know Dave fucks around. It's a risk but it's a 


calculated one, and those are your favorite kinds of risks. 
Part Two of the plan is to lure David back to your bed, and to do that you need Part One. 


Part One is convincing Dave to fuck you without a condom. Actually, that's the harder part. Dave is sensible 
and he's had the safe sex talk drilled into him over and over again. He knows statistics. He knows the calculated 


risk You just need to make it one he's willing to take as well. 


"Think about it, baby. Nothing between you and me, think how slick and warm | am around your fingers, think 
about that around your cock," you whisper filthy hot in his ear. 


You're straddling him as he sits on the ratty armchair in this hotel room, the hundreth one, the thousanth, 
you don't know. You're tired of touring and you want to go home, but you're leaving this country as you came: 


with you pride fucking intact. 


His top's long gone and so are your panties. His jeans are undone and your slick cunt is resting against his dick 


through the thin cotton of his boxers. 


You like being above him, being able to clutch his head to your chest, making him suck and bite at your 


breasts to leave angry marks. 


"Even after you pull out there'd still be a bit of you inside me, even if | wash it away some'll still linger. The 


smell of you, coming out of the core of me." 
You feel his dick twitch against your cunt; he nips hard at your nipple and you know you won. 


You shimmy his boxers and jeans a little further down and then you're reaching down to hold his cock steady 
as you tease it up and down, wetting the head in you. 


He's panting hard, hands gripped tight into the arms of the chair. You bring the head up and rub at your clit, 
using it like you would your fingers but it feels good. The head is slick and blunt and the slick slide against your 


clit doesn't give you any relief, it just works you up more. 
You drag his dick down and position it just at your entrance, nudging your folds open. You sink down onto it 
until you're settled fully into his lap. Dave doesn't have the thickest cock you've ever seen, nor the longest, 


but it's good 


It fills you up just right, and if there's something you'll miss once you let him know that you've been done with 
him for a long time is the drawn out groan he lets out when he's fully sheathed inside of you. 


The material of his jeans is rough against the soft skin of your thighs. Your skirt settles over him and if it 


wasn't for your bared breasts and his fucked out face it could almost look like you aren't fucking. 


You clench your muscles tight around him and feel him try to thrust up into you but all he does is push you 
both up. 


"Doro." he sighs and leans in once more to continue worshiping your breasts. In this, you've got him trained 


just right. 


You ride him slow, setting the pace because this is the last time and you want to savor it. Your pace matches 


the mood of the dying light of the autumn sun that comes through the open curtains and casts you both in a 


golden glow. 


Slipping a finger down between you, you rub in circles at your clit. You want to come with his cock still hard 


within you. Dave sees your hand and quickly slips his down to take over. 
You like his fingers. They're bigger than yours, calloused and beautifully blunt. 


You come on his cock and he fucks you through your aftershocks until he's coming in you with frantic thrusts 


that nearly throw you off. 

Part two of the plan is a little trickier. You pull off of Dave and reach down to push his come deeper within 
you, to stop any slipping out. Fuck, it's so hot and sticky that if you could see you'd bet it's a stark splash of 
white peeking out of the fucked pink of your pussy. You want to see it, and this is your last chance with Dave, 


but.. You have plans. 


You stand carefully and pull your underwear on, remembering a fake meeting with the band that has you 


kissing Dave quick and chaste and final before he can even tuck his cock in his boxers. 


You take a last look at him, sated and boneless, reddish gold under the dying sunlight, and you think maybe you 


could have loved him, after all. 


You pull on the rest of your clothes, straighten yourself and go to David's room, conveniently placed a floor 


down. You knock on the door and it swings open. 

You hate fucking in hotels. You've had enough of it. You'll never do it again after tonight. 

David's nostrils flare as he stares at you and your fucked-out look, and you must be quite a sight. 
"Doro." he says, a warning note in voice. Like you've done bad. 


And you have, really. You try to tell yourself you're not cruel, but at this point, so close to the end, you can't 
do it. 


The worst part is, you don't care "Is anyone here?" 
He shakes his head, and you brush past him, shredding your clothes as you do and hoping you can shred the 
anger too, hoping tonight will be the night the oppressive rage that claws at your insides like something that 


wants to come out and bleeds acid through your veins will finally, finally disappear. 


"Doro--" he says as he shuts the door, in that tone of voice he always uses when he's picking up after Dave, 


but you cut him off before he can make you hate him. 


"Do you like them?" you ask, grabbing his hands and putting them on your breasts, covering the marks Dave 
put on them. 


David's eyes darken and he sucks it a breath. You slither closer, press flush against him. 


You direct his hand down between your thighs, let him feel the moisture still gathered there, relishing in the 
way he shivers when he finally puts it together. 


"Fuck--" David's face is swathed in guilty arousal, like he hates himself for wanting this, and he's so different 


from Dave you can even see a distant world, maybe a distant future, where they could work it out. 


By then you'll be far away in time and distance, safe in the knowledge that even if Dave ever does act on that 
hunger he feels for David beyond the stares and the touches and the fantasies, you were there first. 


You don't know if this is something Dave will forgive of him, since Dave holds grudges like other men hold 
hopes and dreams, but you have a feeling he will 


David is, after all, forever the exception. 


For now, though, the only thing they share in common is they both do exactly what you tell them, so when 
you tell David to fuck you, he complies. 


You tumble to the bed in a tangle of limbs, and David trails his lips and hands over the skin Dave mapped out 
earlier, his kisses more acid, his touches more rough, the sting of him against you feeling both like a balm and 
punishment. You feel a little bit like an empty bag of chips for a hungry dog, but you don't mind. It's all a part 
of the plan, and pleasure is not what this is about. 

It's a perk, though. 

David's fingers aren't gentle as they thrust inside you searching for more of Dave within you, making you cry 
out. Before you can direct him he's flipping you over onto your front, face-down into the fucking hotel 
mattress you'd like to set on fire, with his cock sitting at your entrance. 

He makes a pained noise like it's costing him a lot not to thrust in right the fuck now. 

"Can |?" he asks, voice strained. 

"Fuck me," you say, pushing back onto him. 

He fucks you hard and fast, your forearms, cheek and knees burning against the mattress. You'll have to find 


a way to explain them away to Dave, you think, before you remember that after the plan is completed you 


won't have to. 


"Harder," you grunt and feel him speed up. You push back and up trying to get more against the front wall of 
you, because this too is the last time. 


He pulls out and comes all over your cunt; you can feel the hot spurts hitting your puffy lips. He slumps over 
your back when he's done, all sweaty and solid muscle. 


You still haven't come, but David's almost as well trained as Dave. He reaches a hand down and easily slips 
three fingers in you, curling his fingers and pulling at you, causing you to move back towards him. He rubs his 


come into your pussy, into your opening and avoids your clit. 

He works you to orgasm by ignoring your clit and focusing on everywhere but. It takes a little while but fuck 
it's good, its perfect. It has you moaning lewdly and shamelessly, because you don't care. You come and you 
don't stifle your screams. 

David presses his fingers to the hickeys on the sides of your breasts, your neck, licks them and bites down on 
them, adds to them like he can't help himself, and you're awfully sensitive but you let him as you try to get 
your heartbeat under control. 


Time for the grand finale, you think. 


You can practically fee/ Dave, standing there in front of the door, a hand poised to knock as a smile dies on his 
lips. He's been there through most of it. 


You knew he was coming here tonight not because he told you he would, but because he always does. He fucks 
you and then he comes here, comes to Junior, flaunting the afterglow that shines of the surface of him like 
he's fishing for a reaction Like he wants David to do something, when he's not brave enough to do it himself. 


You're not cruel, you think again. Out of the three of you, you're not the cruel one. 


The door opens and Dave walks in, and the thing that's been raging and tearing at your insides goes quiet, like a 
whale's carcass sinking silently into the bottom of the ocean 


Now he knows you. 


